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DIARY OF                         VESUVIUS

myself down to look over into that most frightful and
terrible vorago, a stupendous pit of near three miles in
circuit, and half a mile in depth, by a perpendicular
hollow cliff (like that from the highest part of Dover
Castle), with now and then a craggy prominency jetting
out. The area at the bottom is plane, like an even floor,
which seems to be made by the wind circling the ashes
by its eddy blasts. In the middle and centre is a hill,
shaped like a great brown loaf, appearing to consist of
sulphurous matter, continually vomiting a foggy exhala-
tion, and ejecting huge stones with an impetuous noise
and roaring, like the report of many muskets discharg-
ing. This horrid barathrum engaged our attention for
some hours, both for the strangeness of the spectacle,
and the mention which the old histories make of it, as
one of the most stupendous curiosities in nature, and
which made the learned and inquisitive Pliny adventure
his life to detect the causes, and to lose it in too desper-
ate an approach. It is likewise famous for the stratagem
of the rebel, Spartacus, who did so much mischief to the
State lurking among and protected by, these horrid
caverns, when it was more accessible and less dangerous
than it is now; but especially notorious it is for the last
conflagration, when, in anno 1630, it burst out beyond
what it had ever done in the memory of history; throw-
ing out huge stones and fiery pumices in such quantity,
as not only environed the whole mountain, but totally
buried and overwhelmed divers towns and their inhabit-
ants, scattering the ashes more than a hundred miles,
and utterly devastating all those vineyards, where form-
erly grew the most incomparable Greco; when, bursting
through the bowels of the earth, it absorbed the very
sea, and, with its whirling waters, drew in divers galleys
and other vessels to their destruction, as is faithfully
recorded. We descended with more ease than we climbed
up, through a deep valley of pure ashes, which at the
late eruption was a flowing river of melted and burning
brimstone, and so came to our mules at the foot of the
mountain.

On Sunday, we with our guide visited the so much cele-
brated Baia, and natural rarities of the places adjacent.
Here we entered the mountain Pausilypus, at the left
pf wkjch thejr slipped us Virgil^ sepi4g&|-<*or the relics,o that stately fountain calledalis, called Christ'sItaly for a few shillings from an old
